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E WILL have to give his full rijame—James K.

Crowe; the algebraic X will not do, for he is

rather an uncertain, than unknown quantity.

You could never tell what he was going to

do next, nor what his last escapade had been; whether

he was getting into trouble or getting out of it;

whether he was going to make you laugh or cry; make
you glad or make you mad—I'll change that, for while

3^ou could not be sure what he was going to do, you

could be equally sure that he w^as going to try to make
you or someone else happy, regardless of results; it was
che result that made you uncertain.

Of his jokes, not the practical but the verbal

variety, he was impartial as to whom he made the vic-

tim-. I'll change that, too. He never made a person

whom he disliked the target for his sharp, short, cut-

ting thrusts : cuts that would seem to sever the closest

friendships that could exist ; short turns in a speech

that would seem to end the smoothest conversation;

sharp darts from an activ-e tongue that would seem to

pierce the dullest ears.

No, he would not give a person whom he disliked

that much consideration or satisfaction. But his

friends—as one wise man said, "Lord deliver me from

my friends and I'll take care of my enemies"—^his

friend^- were the ones who suffered from his attacks,

and the better he liked you the more savagely he at-

tacked.

A stranger was shocked, then insulted, pleased, and
finally delighted. He did not spare even himself, for

if he thought a story would have a more personal

appeal, or its interest enhanced by making himself the

victim, then he was sure to be that victim. ;'v

This verbal bombardment was by no means a Battle

of Manila Bay, for the attacked could always come
back with the best- or the worst that was in him, and
no cables cut. In a crowd he was always alone against

the common enemy, who seemed to take great delight

in relieving their systems of the pent up venom that

could be vented on a fellow being and yet not lose that

fellow being's fellowship. It was a rare opportunity

for primitive nature to assert itself naturally in civil-

ized surroundings with impunity..

Jimmy let himself open to these attacks from an-

other direction. He could do anything anyone else

could do, but not as well; yet he acted and boasted, in

a good natured manner, as if he could even do them
better, and then when he blew, we had the fireworks.

PROOF
D.

Envy was no part of him, for he delighted in see-

ing inwardly others doing these yery things better

than he could do them. He took pleasure out of every-

thing; the simpler and plainer the better. Nothing

pleased him more than Nature herself : he was without

care or regret when walking through her fields, hunt-

ing through her woods or fishing along her streams;

and yet he never became a; good gunner nor a^ood
fisherman because he was satisfied to gun or fish all

day and let the others of the party kiU the game or

land the fish, so long as he had a shot or a strike when
it pleased his mood.

He was satisfied with something new in the line of

scenery, the exercise of Avalking and the company of

sporting men; satisfied to have them miss a shot and

then tease them, or to miss a strike himself and have

them tease him. He loved gunning and the things

he gunned; as I said before, he took pleasure out of

everything and loved everything in nature—I guess

T better change that, too. He distrusted Avomen, and a

common expression of his was, '.'Ye gods, wouldn't"

women make you sick
!

"

I suppose this was due to the wonderful esteem in

which he held womanhood, as if he prized that ideal

so highly that he was afraid that each individual he

met would knock it down or lower it. He had met so

many that had not come up to the mark that he was
afraid none could reach it. They were like, he said,

the gods and goddesses of old, that no matter how
high they stood or how lofty their pedestals, their

feet were only clay.

There came one, however,—yes, I knew ^''ou were

waiting for her to turn up,—well there was one that he

finally met who stood a little out from the crowd. It

was quite a surprise to hear him say that as he saw
her standing on the first landing of the stairway, one

evening, dressed in some kind of gray or mouse or

steel, that she looked just like her name—Angela.

There now you have it and you have him.

They had many things in common to like and to

dislike ; she also was delighted with everything in

Nature; flowers she loved almost to' a passion; a tiny

speck of blue sky peeping through the heavy clouds

brcuglit forth all the adverbs and adjectives she had
''.earned at home, at school or at the movies.

As yet she had never seen the face she could look

at every morning across the breakfast table. When
an}^ o.i.e of her friends w^as just entering the Rtato of


